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The Roller Dough 

Me and my uncle sat atop the golden dunes in direct defiance of federal and local laws while 
Kroos wake boarded. We swapped ridiculous, summer in the original BC stories; gladly shared 
buddha-belly laughs and washed it all in with cheap, Baltimore brewed beers as if neither waning 
beach time nor of the threat of a Beach City “sand shark”, in search of fresh citations to pad his 
“rookie of the year” stats, could distort our pursuit of a couple authentic hours alongside the rising 
tide. This acquired taste of patriotic bliss was both delicious and soothing, like a giant glass of artic- 
cold water after a long day of labor in the cmel summer sun. 

As three thirty stmck, however, that rich, cool blend of evocative scenery and All-American 
revolution instantly lost its original lustre, turned stale and equally sour. Like everyone else in the 
world that wasn’t of royal and or tmst fund birth and had two, hard-working parents, I had to earn 
the privilege to perpetuate my moderately outrageous lifestyle. Accepting the bitter fact that I had 
expedite orders for a curiously busy kitchen within a superficially slanted business sunk in, sending 
my uplifted mood way South of the equator—to a cape of false hope where my Boss would actually 
follow through on her early summer promise to promote me to the wait staff. 

In thirty minutes or less, I had to clock in at the Roller Dough—a low budge restaurant I 
loathed with an almost exponential intensity with each order of “four Coronas, no with” and “Tom, 
come sweep up this freakin’ lettuce!” Officially an “expeditor” responsible for leading a team of 
summer seasonal young women, all from nations formerly inside the Iron Curtain, I had the 
extremely tricky task of ensuring every order got to the cooks and back to the customers without 
even a single tartar sauce “no with” lost in translation. This was a task made increasingly difficult by 
my other orders to take phone calls, assist the more geriatric customers in taking home their bags of 
greasy, overpriced leftovers and do whatever other Cindarellic chores the BOSS requested. Also, 
most of the waitresses I had to collude with as a “minimum wage minus lunch” employee were so 
obsessed with themselves that, if the head expeditor died in the line of his assistant managerial 
duties, they probably would’ve only realized it when it became time for them to clock out and collect 
their credit card tips. 



My existential frustration within the Roller Dough’s ashy, crumbling walls was compounded 
by the fact that my “BOSS” mistook my limitless kindness for the absence of a backbone and always 
gave me random assignments that seemed more sadistic than necessary. Usually these heart 
numbing chores, like checking the fridge for beers I knew we didn’t sell and inspecting the dumpster 
for some credit card orders gone rouge, were followed by laughs out loud, courtesy of Missy, the 
BOSS. It wasn’t even hyperbolic to say I felt like Milton from Office Space at the Roller Dough but 
today, empowered by a revival of electric, South Baltimore sound, I would set the building on fire, 
metaphorically. 

So instead of putting on my yellow T, I wore what I wanted to wear to work as an ode to Office 
Space —my favorite film and a clear signal that the levees that had kept a polite smile on my 
sunbaked, olive face as I scooped up yet another $168 paycheck following a forty three hour work 
week were about to shatter. I honestly bohlieved that as long as I performed my expediting and 
unofficial managerial duties optimally, my attire was irrelevant. Especially because I had the certain 
suspicion that today would not include a sudden commencement of my, I thought, well-deserved 
promotion to server. 

My big, round and, blue-ray photographic under a .27 BAC, brown eyes picked out my old 
school JCS soccer jersey, navy Hawaiian shorts and red Adidas sandals. My rapturous tongue 
instantly answered my uncle’s lines of questioning regarding my choice of work attire with “like it 
matters”. And the celestial skies, very ominous in the early morning—growls of thunder, shreds of 
lightning, light drizzle now appeared poised to unleash the kinetic fury they had foreshadowed at the 
onset of this extraordinary day. 

Quickly, almost instantaneously, as I peace rolled out of the Pink Palace en route to my Uncle 
J’s big, red Ford tmck, the tropical winds began to howl and the town started rocking, rocking, 
rocking like guardian angels as they’re lulled to sleep. Following a right turn onto Coastal Highway, 
“Michael Jordan in the clutch” buckets of salty rain began to pour down and flood the crowded, 
charcoal streets. In the span of two city blocks, a safe, summer, sunshine daydream had flip-flopped 
to a furious, torrential downpour—the most menacing storm I had witnessed in two summers 
within the BC. The sweet dream had tilted, mutated and invariably became a beautiful nightmare 
that swiftly gained momentum, magnitude, red-sireny might as it soaked the Emerald City in thick, 
heavy rainfall and pumped my mind with rapid and equally grandiose thoughts of Noah and the 



Great Flood. Constant images of an angry Creator cleansing a city full of skid marks that reeked of 
superficiality and crappy moral compasses, flooded my senses with every extra inch of submerged 
asphalt, every titanic wind gust and each hammer-toned roll of tropical thunder. 

After my uncle hydroplaned up in front of the Roller Dough entrance, I gave him a reluctant 
“goodbye” like a child would give when his mother drops him off at a baaad babysitter’s house. 
Every one of my primal instincts told me to leap into the back of his cab, but I marched into the 
decrepit building and made no eye contact with anyone, despite spotting several tan, polished fingers 
pointed straight at me and overhearing a variety of noise regarding my choice of attire. 

“Ewww, what’s that weirdo doing?” 

“Why is he wearing sandals?” 

“Is there a soccer game in the kitchen?” 

“He must be high.” 

I picked up my shift card, very cognizant of the fact that the last four days read “4:01” and 
completed a no look slide into the time clock. When I stared downward to see 4:00,1 instantly felt 
ten thousand sharp, intuitive sensations that the timing of my arrival was not random, fluky or 
otherwise coincidental but, in the words of Gandalf the Grey, “Exactly as I meant to ” and living sign 
that a little divinely inspired grace had just gone live at the Roller Dough 70th. 

Kroos busted out of the freezer with a ten pack of Budweiser just in time to see me in my new 
uniform. 

“Fish, what are you doing dude?” 

“Getting ready to expedite some orders, Snake.” 

“Right. You forget to change or something?” 

“Nah, I definitely picked out a shweet outfit for today.” I told my boyee as I stepped into the 
expedition zone and began to wash my hands with some greenapple-scented soap. 


“You know you can’t wear sandals right?” 



“Why not? I did it at OAR!” 


Bursting around the server station with unparalleled frenzy came the pale and wan general 
manager of the Roller Dough 70 th , Missy Fowler. 

"I need two Yuenglings with, three Coronas no with, a glass of Sangria with, a kiddy spoon, 
some bebecue sauce and I need you burnouts to pick up the fluh Icing pace!" 

Missy spotted my unmistakably unique presence and reacted as if she were a nun catching an 
altar boy rubbing one out in the courtyard at recess—she froze, tried to process it, then continued to 
blink as if her mind could not successfully wrap itself upon the imagery it had just witnessed. 

"Tom. What the flip are you wearing?!?!" 

“My new uniform.” 

“Says who?” 

“Says the guy who’s tired of his boss laughing in his face as she pays him four bucks an hour!” 

“After taxes.” 

“And lunch. So when do I start waiting tables? Later tonight?” 

Missy applied a fragrantly foul and completely unnecessarily serious posture to her pregnant 
pause and slowly motioned some instructions. 

“Tom, go home and change. And make sure you clock out. Shah itt like this makes me not 
wanna promote you this summer.” 

“You sure it’s not because you still think you can pay me in wholesale peanuts?” I thought but 
didn’t yet feel the necessity to utter as I marched back to the Pink Palace in a momentous tropical 
fury. 

Missy turned to Kroos. 

“Tom’s going through a psychological authority complex, /would know, I’ve been 
institutionalised ’ ’ 





The highly acidic rainfall was equally as furious as it had been at four and, even though some 
bus drivers still accepted my “Senior Week. Play it Safe” band and I had a couple Lincoln’s in my 
left pocket, I preferred to walk two miles alongside flooding streets with salty, sulfur water up to my 
shins. The sounds of speeding Civics, mostly with Sketchylvania tags; the primal instincts that led to 
perspectives like WW NATT?, “What would the Native Americans think of this?”; the very 
persuasive desire to scream “you should be sterilized!” to every dumb maniac felon who felt the 
need to speed through orange lights in submerged asphalt; and the unsung joy of dancing merrily 
before the not so crowded sidewalks by Macky’s while a couple of sunny babes smiled—this ruby 
red, tribal vision significantly affected my reality. 

The storm was trending to hurricane status with each thirty mph howl of the eerily cool wind. 
But the storm that was raging within was even more profound, potentially catastrophic. Passing 
acres of overpriced businesses, I dreamed of a time on this preternaturally majestic ground, long 
before these crowded, flooding streets. I saw a vision of a holistically fit people who thought the 
concept of owning land, much like the sky and sea was ridickorous. I day dreamt of the tme 
stewards of this polluted land, now reserved for small, enclosed spaces, alcoholism and one 
commercial punch line that peaked when the president’s father was in office. The tribal kings who 
tended this Earth for 20,000 years without a single Surge Energy drink nor one Cadillac oil spill left 
behind on the soil—their perspective was my chief focus for twenty one blocks. 

Approaching the 2 nd biggest nightclub on the Eastern Seaboard, all my thoughts swiftly, 
suddenly, shifted to Mary—who was currently doing some shift work within as a rookie food runner 
at the only beach on the bayside of town. Daydreams of the girl I had been mesmerized by ever 
since I first saw her sunlit smile, flooded my most evergreen senses. Thoughts of the emerald queen 
singing Christmas carols in her soprano sound to kids with cancer inspired starry, starry sensations 
of warm love within. The like a snap of a finger that stopped the world, God turned off the shower! 
The Titan who could start and also stop making it rain, completely changed speeds, direction like he 
was a completely dialed-in Barry Sanders in his prime. The winds were no longer wet and now they 
moved slower than a half-baked snail. The message felt lucid, instant. Everything had transformed 
quickly, except for the speeding Whig Gurz. 



I looked down to see the “Seacrets” sign drying its eyes. The Sun Queen returned, basking in a 
seasoned glory, glow and refracting her majestic light on the Seacrets sign as if she were revealing 
herself in an exceptionally magnanimous and brilliant game of hide and seek. A natural purity, a 
peaceful awakening vibrated gently throughout my O positive bloodstream like Bob Marley was 
playing soprano melodies on a blue steel drum. Southward for ten blocks I strolled to an Oceanside 
Palace, while the arc of the convent—a luminous but subtle rainbow, skillfully stroked on a 
spectmm of watercolors, emerged as the finale of the Olympian power play. 

Without any sense of work-related urgency, I took several seconds to soak in the Senschucf. 
Instantly, I drew profound symbolism from the sequence of a fierce, menacing storm into a fear- 
frenzied work environment, back to the red eye of storm, then onto pure thoughts of Mary as the 
Natural fury ceased and the Seacrets sign began to bathe in the brilliant light of the rising, yellow- 
orange sun. The timing of it all felt undeniably mystical as if it were yet another revelation of divine 
forgiveness—a classic pride/fall/redemption covenant live from Jamaica, USA. 

After a few sweet, privileged glimpses into the unsung treasure of a light rainbow following an 
Earth-Shattering storm, I stepped back into the Palace. Wrinkly, I changed out of my soaking wet 
and formerly new uniform then strolled back to 70th street—dried, heating up with the revival of 
the satiating summer shine and wearing the official, stomach bile-colored T-shirt all expeditors at the 
Roller Dough Restaurant had to pay $15 for the honor to don. 

When I finally bounced back to the Roller Dough—the poor man’s Pizza Hut, chaos was 
cooking, literally. The cooks, all American, had threatened to flex and bust out on their shifts if the 
“Red Commy Nikitas” kept fudging up orders—a unanimous labor strike which would easily ensure 
unspeakable confusion, limitless frenzy and most likely, kitchen duties to supplement my doing of 
basically everything else except serving. 

“If you Sputniks, fudge up one more order.. .one more fudging order! We’re all sayin’ bye-bye.” I 
heard DJ—the sumo, heavyweight wrestler-statured head cook, hiss and shout as I strolled to my 
expedition zone. 

To sharpen the samurai sword-like tension, Missy burst around the business’s white walls screaming 
like she was having a tantmm I previously believed could not’ve been replicated by a demographic 



outside the teething, two year old. “Moooove! Get the flip out of my way!” The general manager 
screamed as she pushed my short, athletically stout rugby body six inches to the left. 

Every character I observed in this surreal state was rushing to make money by serving as many 
costumers as possible, as it was the Roller Dough ideal. The Roller Dough “ideal”, from my 
subversive perspective, was a false idol proffered, preached, hammered in “if you don’t wanna go 
home early without dinner” by Missy. Greed was its nucleus as quality service was consistently 
compromised for methanphetic speed. Therefore it was a plastic philosophy that my Catholic school 
boy groomed conscience could no longer collude with. 

So I, the only American expeditor, grew a pair of testicles and became an instmment of peace. I 
worked like a gifted diplomat to ensure that this kitchen side Cold War would eventually reach an 
armistice, the frantic pace would shift to harmonious flow and quality service would once again 
emerge as the sovereign practice. 

I quickly became the quarterback of the Roller Dough, calling all of the plays at the tray assembly 
line, dialing up the precision, poise and leadership needed to exterminate the “Food’s Getting Cold, 
Red Emma” War. The greasy cooks inevitably eased their threats after my intervention and the high 
trans-fat orders started to transfer smoothly from the greasy cooks to the easy waitresses. 

Missy however, had one major objection to my peaceful, progressive tactics. This was her restaurant 
and, although my potent, amicable presence was constructive, the concept of sacrificing her authority 
for the Greater Good was not in sync with the role of the GM as defined by the Roller Dough 
employee handbook. Therefore, she kept trying to tell me what to do as I led a late, John Elway-like 
drive to the metaphoric Lombardi trophy—completely satisfied customers, a stress-free work 
environment and a calm, quietly confident but completely synchronized staff. 

I kept ignoring Missy as I continued to expedite orders swifdy and with impeccable accuracy. But 
eventually, my “boss” could no longer tolerate my cryptic answers as to the whereabouts of the 
missing black ticket ring, which I had moved into the dressing fridge, without demonstrating signs 
of an imminent rampage. 


“Tommy, just tell me where the flying fluke it is!” 



“Orders run smoother and more accurately when the wait staff communicates directly with the 
expediting team. Perhaps it’s cooling off.” 

“Game over Tommy. You don’t fess up, you’ll see a whole nuther side of me! Now, where the faa 
muke is it!?!?” 

“I think there’s a lot of stress here especially during mshes and this change I’ve implemented will 
help ease that stress. The ticket ring is just straight chillin. It’s in a safe place but we really don’t need 
it right now. ” 

“Well if you run your own restaurant one day, you can do things your way. But at the Roller Dough 
Restaurant, it’s my way or Coastal Highway!!!” 

“I’ll take Coastal Highway.” Were the last words I’d ever speak as a Roller Dough employee. 

' The German word for a divine, word-transcendent moment. 



